TO MY READERS

story in a separate cover, and then to dump the un-
assorted lot upon the table, where those who wished
could make their choice. And yet, as I turn the leaves,
I must admit that, after all, the present form is best,
since each and every incident, situation, and bit of local
color has either passed before or was poured into the
wide-open eyes and willing ears of your most humble
and obedient servant

A STAID OLD PAINTER.

150 EAST 34TH STREET,
J^EW YORK, March 13, 1907.
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